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YOU  have  been  thinking  about  clothes,  haven't  you?      You  will 
need  good  clothes — so  attractive  that  they  will  cause  favorable 
comment,  no  matter  where  you  appear — so  good  that  they  will 
give  you  the  best  of  service. 

Our  clothes  are  of  that  kind.  The  quality  and  style  embodied  in 
them  are  the  best  which  a  great  deal  of  study,  thought,  and  skill 
can  put  into  clothes. 

Commencement  and  new  suit  time  are  coming  along  now.  When 
you  buy  clothes,  be  sure  you  are  getting  the  best. 

We  invite  you  to  visit  our  store  and  let  us  show  you  our  merchandise. 


Wilson  -  Bishop  Co. 

306    TOWER    BUILDING 
6     N.     MICHIGAN    AVE 

CHICAGO 


Dine  in  the 
MARINE 

DINING 


ROOM  1 


Dancing   Every  Evening   j 
Except  Sunday 


I iiHiiiiniiiiiiiiimMiiiimiiinimiiiiiiini'.n  I 

Orchestra  Concert 
Every    Evening 
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W.  M.  DEWEY,  Manager     } 


EDGEWATER      BEACH      HOTEL 

ON    THE    LAKE  — 5300  BLOCK— SHERIDAN    ROAD    AND    CHICAGO    AVENUE 


Cbansiton  ftotel 

Evanston — a  Suburb  of  Chicago 


A  LL  the  luxurious  appointments  of  the  modern  European  plan  Hotel  and  all  the 
-*"*-  residential  conveniences  of  the  home — a  palatial,  fireproof,  homey  hotel  in 
which  one  truly  lives,  remote  from  household  cares,  and  with  every  want  anticipated. 

20     Minutes     from     the    Loop, 
Shopping  District  and  Theatres 

fU  BUR  BAN  peace,  with  the  pure  air  from  Lake  Michigan,  an  environment  of 
^  refinement  and  companionship  of  the  cultured;  a  home  in  which  parents  and 
children  alike  find  red-blooded  health,  free  from  the  grime  and  clatter  of  the  city. 

Excellent  Cuisine — Moderate  Rates 
Forest  Ave.  and  Main  St.,  EVANSTON,  ILL. 

L.  H.  FIELD,  Manager.     Phone  Evanston  5000 


SPECTACLES 


AND 


EYEGLASSES 

Made  and  Repaired 
on  the  Premises 

We  can  match  any  lens  if  you  will 
bring  or  send  the  broken  pieces. 


KODAKS 

AND 

CAMERA  SUPPLIES 


Developing  and  printing  that  will- assure  you  the 
best  possible  results.  All  work  done  in  our 
own  laboratory,  under  the  direction  of  experts. 


ALMER  COE  &  COMPANY 


527  DAVIS  STREET 


OPTICIANS 

NORTH  SHORE  HOTEL  BUILDING 
Phone  Evanston  6804 


Where  Purity  and  Quality  Reign  Supreme 

THE    HOPPER 


Our  Specialties 

Home  Made 

Candies  and 

Ice  Creams 


4626    Sheridan    Road 
Chicago 

Phone  Sunny  side  2460 


Table  d'Hote 

Luncheon  and 

Dinner 

Every  Day 


Uv-To-Date 

IIUIIIIUIIIIIillilllllllllllllllllHIIIIIMMIIIIIIIMIIIIIIIillll 

In  this  day  and  date  it  does 
not  pay  to  wear  clothes 
that  are  soiled,  shapeless 
and  out  of  style. 

We  are  up-to-date  tailors 
and  can  not  only  cleanse 
and  press  your  garments, 
but  bring  them  up  to  now 
in  style. 

Our  Price  is  always  right 


pYE^OUSE 

I    EVANSTON 

Phones:  1  wilmette     7-2-7 

(    WIINNETKA 


The 

Northwestern  Shining  Parlor 

1560  SHERMAN  AVE. 

T"HE  best  equipped  parlor  in  town  for 

ladies  and  gentlemen.     All  kinds  of 

shoes  cleaned,   shined  and  dyed.     Also 

hats  cleaned  and  blocked.  Shoes  called 

for  and  delivered.  Repairing  neatly  done. 

OPEN  SUNDAYS 


Telephone  7270 


Huston  and  Tom 


ANNOUNCING 

the  addition  of  unique  hand  wrought 

fraternity  jewelry  to  our  usual 

line  of  novelties. 

Special  Orders         Moderate  Prices 


The  Tre-O  Shop 


1570  Sherman  Avenue 


Phone  95 


HAVE  YOU  A  PREFERENCE? 
ARE  YOU  PARTICULAR? 

Where  You  Get  Your 

Hot  Dogs,  Ice  Cream,  Sandwiches, 
Pop  Corn,  Peanuts,  Pop,  Candies,  Chewing  Gum? 

There's  Only  One  Answer 

PETE'S  WAGON       -----       ON  THE  CAMPUS 


Its  a  Bird 


# 


and  we  hope  it  lives 
a  thousand  years  and 
uses  its  beak  and  its 
claws  and  its  voice  to 
tell  the  world  the 
achievements  oiN.W. 

Woman's  Exchange  Cafeteria 

1627  Chicago  Ave. 


FOR 


TRY 


SHOES 

PACKER  &  OSTILLER/S 

North   Shore   Bootery 

The  University  Boot  Snoj[> 
IN    THE 

NORTH  SHORE  HOTEL 

529  DAVIS  STREET     -     CORNER  CHICAGO  AVE. 
The  Evanston  home  of  the  CANTILEVER  Shoe 


it 


The  Symbol  of  Quality" 

Ice  Cream 


Homemade  Candies 


L    1  ORTHWESTERN 
CONFECTIONERY 


Week  Days 

10  a.  m.  to 

10  p.  m. 


Sundays 

4  p.  m.  to 

10  p.  m. 


WE    CLEAN    ANYTH  I  NG-But  a -Reputation 

WE    REPAIR    ANYTHING-But  a  Broken  Heart 

Cleaning     Pressing     Repairing 

Northwestern  Trade  Solicited 
We  call  for  and  deliver  same  day 

THE   ROYAL  TAILORS   &   CLEANERS 

603  Dempster  St.  TELEPHONE  1128  Evanston,  111. 


"AT  THE  SIGN  OF  THE  DUMB-BELL" 
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"You  don't  know  what  your  coming  has  meant  to  me," 
she  told  him.  Then — But  that's  for  you  to  decide. 
Write  your5  own  ending  for  "At  the  Sign  of  the  Dumb- 
Bell"  and  win  a  dozen  Parkerhouse  rolls!  The  three 
hest  endings  will  he  printed  in  the  June  number  of  Pur- 
ple Parrot,  and  to  the  writer  of  the  very  best  will  be 
awarded  a  dozen  rolls,  as  previously  stated.  In  endings 
there  are  as  many  possibilities  as  there  are  varieties  in 
Heinz.  If  you  know  how  a  girl  can  look  when  she  leans 
across  the  table  and  sighs  soulfully,  you've  got  your  end- 
ing already.  Or  maybe  you're  a  humorist?  So  much  the 
better!  Try  this  over  your  pianola.  If  you  enjoy  writ- 
ing, you'll  compete  for  the  game's  sake ;  if  you  enjoy  eat- 
ing, you'll  compete  for  the  rolls. 

Turn  to  page  seven  and  read  "At  the  Sign  of  the  Dumb- 
Bell" — as  far  as  it  goes.  Then,  having  chewed  your 
pencil  and  decided  whether  it  was  the  Lady  or  the  Tiger, 
maltreat  a  few  sheets  of  theme  paper,  and  mail  the  result 
to  Contest  Editor,  Purple  Parrot,  631  Milburn  St., 
Evanston.     Polly  says,  "Let's  go!" 
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MacFARLAND-EHMEN  CO. 

Mens  Wear  Shop 


SHIRTS     :     NECKWEAR 

Hats  and  Caps 


HOSIERY     :     UNDERWEAR 

Trunks  and  Bags 


I- 


Church  and  Sherman 
Opposite  P.  o 


We  sell  no  clothes  but  Hart  Schaffner  &  Marx' 

TELEPHONE  4308 

4 


Open  Tuesday,  Thursday  and 
Saturday  Evenings 
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THE  PURPLE  PARROT 


TAXI 


Helex  F.  Beeman,  '22 


"Taxi,  sir?" 

The  night  was  misty  and  drizzling.  On  the 
wet  pavements  were  reflected  waveringly  the  lights 
which  shone  feebly  through  the  damp  fog.  Machines 
skidded  precariously  around  corners,  narrowly  avoiding 
plodding  pedestrians  with  umbrellas  and  turned-up  coat 
collars.  It  was  too  early  for  the  after-theatre  crowds, 
and  too  late  for  belated  diners.  Cafeterias  were  closed 
now,  chairs  and  tables  stacked  together,  while  bedraggled 
scrub-women  mopped  listlessly  at  their  grimy  floors.  Shop 
windows  were  darkened,  or  shades  were  drawn  to  hide 
the  wares  within.  At  rare  intervals,  a  window  was 
brilliantly  lighted,  to  disclose  the  color  and  beauty  of 
hats  or  gowns  within,  but  no  one  stopped  to  admire 
them  on  such  a  night  as  this. 

At  the  entrance  to  the  great  hotel  R ,which  loomed 

blackly  in  the  mist,  were  lined  taxicabs,  whose  drivers 
were  for  the  most  part  slunk  down  into  their  seats  for 
shelter  from  the  cold  dampness.  The  young  fellow  in 
the  third  cab,  however,  was  erect  and  alert.  Despite  the 
dismal  weather,  his  face  fairly  shone  in  the  darkness,  as 
he  espied  me  standing  on  the  curb  and  tipped  his  cap, 
with  his  friendly,  "Taxi,  sir?" 

"Thanks,  no,"  said  I.  "You  look  cheerful  on  such 
a  gloomy  night." 

"Cheerful?  I — yes,  I  guess  I  do  feel  pretty  cheerful, 
at  that.    Gee  whiz,  sir,  you  bet  I'm  cheerful !    Gosh,  yes !" 

"How's  that?"  '  I  asked!  'him,  and  with  one  ear 
cocked  for  the  whistle  of  the  hotel  starter,  he  fairly  burst 
into  his  news.  Olga  was  coming!  Ten  years  it  had  been 
since  he  left  her,  to  quit  Sweden  for  the  States.     Ten 


years!  When  he  was  eighteen  and  she  sixteen.  And  he 
had  promised  to  send  for  her  some  day !  This  very 
night — not  more  than  two  hours  ago — the  word  had 
come  that  she  had  left  New  York,  was  on  her  way. 
All  this  time  they  had  kept  in  touch  with  each  other, 
except  during  the  war,  when  neither  had  had  word 
from  the  other  for  three  hideous,  agonizing  years.  But 
that  was  over  now — over!    And  Olga  was  coming! 

"Wuxtry!  Wuxtry!"  A  dirty  little  ragamuffin  in- 
terrupted the  paean  of  joy.  "All  about  the  turrible 
wreck!     Papie,  Mister?" 

"Wreck?  Lord,  a  wreck's  bad  such  a  night  as  this! 
Let's  see  a  paper,  kid,"  said  the  driver,  tossing  a  coin 
to  the  newsboy. 

"New  York  Cen — my  God,  sir,  Olga  was  on  that 
train!" 

Thunderstruck,  I  watched  as  his  eyes  feverishly 
searched  the  columns  for  a  name.  "Many  dead.  In- 
jured still  unidentified — oh,  God!  Olga!" 

Vainly  I  searched  my  brain  for  a  word  to  comfort 
him.  Well  I  knew  the  agony  of  hours  he  must  wait 
before  he  should  hear  the  news  he  shrunk  from,  or  for 
which  he  dared  not  hope. 

The  shrill  whistle  of  the  doorman  came  sharply  to 
our  ears,  twice.  The  man  looked  up  dully,  and  the 
doorman  beckoned  impatiently.  Dumbly  he  brought  the 
cab  to  the  awning  which  stretched  to  the  curb.  With 
unseeing  eyes  he  started  ahead  as  the  starter  berated  him 
under  his  breath  for  paying  no  attention  to  signals. 
Then,  in  a  queer,  unnatural  voice,  as  he  leaned  forward 
mechanically,  and  tipped  his  cap:     "Taxi,  sir?"  he  said. 


THE  GOOD  OL'  FRATERNITY  RUSH 

By  J.  Robert  Pershall     -     -     -     Sketches  by  Larry  Braymer 


Here  we  have  the  brothers  and 
the  rushees  at  dinner.  They  are  in 
the  process  of  singing  "Gappa 
Talpha  Psi.  Our  Dear  Old  Frater- 
nitee,"  which  usually  gets  over 
big  with  outsiders.  Reading  from 
left  to  right  the  rushees  are: 
Lemual  V.  Driggs  of  Pana,  111.; 
Otto  P.  Doffgobbo,  star  halfback 
of  the  Elmira,  111.,  High  School; 
Chauncey  R.  Smith  of  Abilene, 
Kan.,  who  is  visiting  the  university 
preparatory  to  entering  the  school 
of  Applied  Chemistry. 


After  dinner,  of  course,  they  all  gather  around  while 
Brother  Sgapp,  the  fraternity  prize,  plays  the  piano. 
All  the  brothers  are  modest,  but  they  can't  help  making 
a  few  remarks  to  the  rushees,  such  as,  "Pretty  keen 
stuff,  eh?"  or  "The  kid's  pretty  clever — plays  for  abso- 
lutely all  the  dances,"  or.  calling  to  one  of  the  brothers, 
"Say,  HOW  MUCH  WAS  IT  SGAPPY  WAS  OF- 
FERED TO   MAKE  VIC  RECORDS?" 


Things  grow  worse  and  worse  as  the  brothers  begin 
to  excuse  themselves.  Pledge  Anderson,  who  went  far 
with  dramatics  in  high  school,  makes  a  frantic  effort  to 
put  over  one  of  his  best  eccentric  dances.  The  dance, 
however,  falls  somewhat  flat,  owing  to  the  fact  that  the 
fraternity  pianist  has  gone  out  for  a  date.  Brother 
Jones,  a  member  of  the  faculty  living  in  the  house,  is 
forced  to  play  for  Pledge  Anderson's  dance  with  one 
finger.     The  rushees  are  beginning  to  weaken. 


Things  are  not  going  so  well  as  the  evening  wears 
on,  owing  to  the  fact  that  it  becomes  known  that  one  of 
the  rushees  can  play  the  piano  far  better  than  Brother 
Sgapp.  Conversation  begins  to  limp.  "So  you  are  com- 
ing up  here  to  school,  you  say?  Fine.  What  course  are 
you  going  to  take?  Oh,  you're  only  a  Junior  in  high 
school?" 


It  might  have  been  a  great  relief  for  all  when  one 
of  the  rushees  decided  that  it  was  about  time  he  was 
going,  had  not  Brother  Underwooden,  thinking  the 
party  was  over,  called  downstairs  to  find  out  "whoinell 
brought  that  gang  of  morons  around." 


AT  THE  SIGN  OF  THE  DUMB-BELL 

Thelma  Fitzwilliam,  '21 


CONTEST  STORY 


On  a  cool,  crisp  day,  a  young  man  promenaded  aim- 
lessly down  Fifth  Avenue.  As  he  passed  several  pedes- 
trians, he  noticed  eyes — eyes  of  all  sorts — animated  eyes, 
eyes  of  despair,  those  of  deep  longings,  crafty  eyes,  eager 
eyes,  wishing  eyes — yet  to  him,  many  of  them  had  gleams 
of  adventure  lurking  in  them.  Each  person,  restless, 
seemed  to  be  looking  for  something  unusual  to  happen  as 
he  hurried  along. 

Suddenly,  the  young  man  felt  something  being  slipped 
softly  into  his  pocket.  He  looked  up  quickly  and  saw 
what  was  to  him  a  lovely  vision  of  a  beautiful  Russian 
woman  in  sables — a  woman,  dark,  colorful,  handsome. 
She  flashed  him  a  radiant  smile,  and  then  strolled  leisurely 
down  the  street  before  him. 

Swiftly  he  dipped  his  hand  into  his  pocket  and  drew 
forth — a  Parkerhouse  roll.  Half-amazed,  half-amused, 
he  was  about  to  throw  the  bun  away,  when,  upon  ex- 
amining it  more  closeh',  he  noticed  tucked  inside  the 
flap — a  tiny  note.  Eagerly,  curiously,  he  read  the  con- 
tents: 

"Follow  me.  Meet  me  at  The  Sign  of  the  Dumb- 
Bell." 

With  a  sudden  smile  at  the  humor  of  the  situation, 
and  with  a  reckless  impulse  to  obey  his  desire,  come  what 
might,  he  followed  this  delectable  dream  in  sables,  as  it 
gracefully  wove  its  way  through  the  stream  of  pedes- 
trians. His  opportunity  had,  at  last,  arrived.  Here  was 
the  chance  he  had  long  been  waiting  for.  He,  who  had 
always  cherished  this  love  of  the  unknown,  of  the  unex- 
pected, was,  after  all  these  years,  actually  going  to  get 
acquainted  with  it. 

The  lady  of  the  sables,  like  some  will-o'-the-wisp,  led 
him  on  and  on — block  after  block.  She  was  approach- 
ing Greenwich  Village.  When  she  reached  the  vicinity 
of  Washington  Square,  she  turned  down  a  narrow, 
crooked  street.  As  she  turned,  she  glanced  in  a  most 
alluring  manner  over  her  shoulder  at  the  young  adven- 
turer. He  quickened  his  pace.  Where  was  she  leading 
him?  Was  it  a  plot  to  ensnare  him?  Would  he  enter 
a  den  of  hold-ups,  or  was  she  merely  in  search  of  excite- 
ment— or  what? 

She  passed  down  the  out-of-the-way  street  and  entered 
what  appeared  to  be  a  glorified  garage.  A  huge  gilded 
dumb-bell  hung  over  the  narrow  door.  To  one  side 
was  a  small  jaded  lamppost  with  a  dull  green  light  in- 
side the  dusty  square  lamp.  The  dim  green  glow,  con- 
tinually burning,  seemed  like  a  weird  signal  luring  the 
passerby  into  a  region  of  the  underworld. 


The  young  man,  still  spurred  on  by  his  impulse,  fol- 
lowed the  mysterious  creature  into  the  musty  passage- 
way. Then  came  a  silent  march  down  the  long,  dark 
corridor,  and  a  descent  down  a  rickety  staircase.  She 
of  the  sables; — faintly  seen  through  the  gloomy  hall— was 
heard  to  knock.  At  the  end  of  the  passage  a  door  was 
quietly  opened  and  the  illusive  creature  disappeared.  The 
young  man — hot  on  her  trail — knocked  likewise.  The 
door  was  silently  opened,  apparently  by  some  unknown 
power,  upon  a  most  curious  scene. 

The  smoke-filled  room — small,  stuffy,  and  smelly' — ■ 
was  mystically  lighted  with  a  few  white  candles — one 
on  each  little,  shiny,  ebony  table.  The  floor  was  so  thickly 
covered  with  sawdust  that  one's  footsteps  could  not  be 
heard.  There  was  something  rather  ghostly  about  the 
atmosphere  of  the  place,  with  its  faint  fog  of  blue  cigarette 
smoke  and  its  more  or  less  confused,  subdued,  confidential 
chatter.  The  flickering  candle-light  threw  eerie,  waver- 
ing, grotesque  shadows  on  the  wall  and  gleamed  fitfully 
upon  odd  faces. 

Here  was  the  rendezvous  of  the  celebrated  Hobo- 
hemians  of  Greenwich  Village.  Here  were  to  be  found 
the  long-haired  squirrel  chasers — the  would-be  artists — 
the  sculptresses  with  bobbed  hair  and  smock — in  short, 
all  those  odds  and  ends  of  humanity,  who  were  deter- 
mined to  be  different  merely  for  the  sake  of  being  differ- 
ent. Freaks,  each  worshipping  at  the  shrine  of  his  own 
exaggerated  ego. 

As  a  compass  to  the  magnet,  the  young  man  was  drawn 
by  the  alluring  creature  to  a  small  black  table  in  the 
corner  of  the  room.  When  they  were  both  seated,  she 
slipped  off  her  coat.  The  adventurer  was  dazzled  for  a 
moment  -by  her  dark,  classic  beauty.  She  was  dressed 
in  black  velvet  and  looked  for  all  the  world  like  a  glorious 
princess  who  had  just  stepped  out  of  a  Maxfield  Parish 
picture,  or  an  Arabian  Nights'  Tale.  Her  skin  was  ex- 
tremely fair,  her  hair  black — black  as  night.  It  was  her 
eyes,  however,  that  were  most  attractive — as  tender  as  a 
laugh   in  spring. 

Who  was  she?  What  was  her  little  game?  Did  she 
spend  her  life  slipping  biscuits  into  people's  pockets?  And, 
if  so,  why  was  she  wasting  her  time  in  that  manner? 
Perhaps  she  was  a  bit  of  a  lunatic — or  a  freak  like  the 
Bohemians  around  her.  And  3ret,  she  did  not  look  like 
any  of  them.  She  certainly  could  not  belong  to  their 
peculiar  group.  These  thoughts  and  questions  flashed 
through  the  man's  mind  as  he  surve\fed  her  for  a  moment 
in  cool,  critical,  yet  interested  fashion. 

(Continued  on  Page  23) 


Copyright  applied  for 


PURPLE  PARROT 


Northwestern   University 


Volume  One 


May,  1921 


Number  One 


Essie  E.  Tichexor,  '22,  Editor-in-Chief 
Mildred  Lantz,  '22,  Exchange  Editor 
Osuld  Torrison,  '21,  Art  Editor 
Helen  Ahi.strom,  '23,  Poetry  Editor 


Robb  McLaughlix,  '21,  Business  Manager 

James  Egan,  '22,  Advertising  Manager 

Hewitt  Leahy,  '22,  Circulating  Manager 

W.  C.  Bannerman,   '23,  Assistant  Business  Manager 


Margaret  Duthie,  '22 
Martha  Wilsox,  '22 


Johx  Edward  Loxg,  '23 
Dramatics 
Thelma  Fitzwilliam,  '21 


Associate  Editors 
Dorothy  Tardy,  '23  Rolaxd  Aey,  '23  Benjamin  Baker,  '22 

Art  Staff 
Ivy  Mae  Smith,  '23  Parnell  R.  Baine,  '21  Pauline  Graff,  '24 

Humor 

Robert  Pershall,  '22 


Jane  Higbee,  '2 


Exchange 
Harold  Burrell,  '24 


Contributors 
Thelma  Fitzwilliam,  '21 ;  Dorthv  Watt,  '21  ;  Helen  Beeman,  '22;  Russell  Barker,  '23 ;  John  Lasier,  '22;  Edith  Neville, 
Music,  '21  ;  Bernard  Szold,  Oratory,  '22;  Mary  Waddell,  Oratory,  '22;  Margaret  Waddell,  Oratory,  '22;  Hill 


Billy,  '22;  Sarah-Margaret  Brown,  '24;  Francis  Dorris, 
Walter  Schwimmer,  '24;    Miner  Coburn,  '22. 


24;    Dorothy    Davis,    '22;    Norma    McMillen,    '21; 


THE  FORWARD  GLANCE 

In  the  first  issue  of  this,  the  new,  yet  old,  Northwestern 
magazine,  the  Purple  Parrot  makes  its  bow  to  all 
Northwestern.  A  parrot  always  repeats  what;  it  has 
heard.  The  Purple  Parrot  then  is  intended  to  reflect 
University  life  as  a  whole.  If  life  on  our  campus  is  wide- 
awake and  versatile  and  clever,  the  Parrot  will  be  wide- 
awake and  versatile  and  clever.  But  if  the  life  of  the 
University  becomes  drab  and  tiresome,  the  Parrot  can 
reflect  only  those  dull  and  tiresome  qualities.  After  all, 
it  is  up  to  you,  critical  reader. 

Our  patron  bird  informs  us  that  this  magazine  is  to 
attempt  the  most  difficult  of  difficult  undertakings,  that 
of  finding  what  our  philosophizing  friend,  Mr.  Aristotle, 
called  the  "golden  mean."  Neither  entirely  serious  nor 
wholly  humorous,  the  Purple  Parrot  will  endeavor  to 
give  its  readers  just  enough  solid  sense  to  make  life  worth 
while  and  just  enough  spice  to  make  it  interesting.  While 
we  hope  that  at  some  future  date  an  entirely  serious  and 
thoroughly   literary   magazine   may   become   a   reality   at 


Northwestern,  we  believe  that  such  an  undertaking  would 
not  appeal  to  the  present  student  body  as  a  whole.  An 
entirely  comic  publication  has  already  proved  its  inability 
to  meet  the  conditions  and  requirements  of  our  cam- 
pus. The  happy  medium,  therefore,  seems  logical — nay, 
inevitable. 

The  Parrot  also  insists  that,  instead  of  being  a  maga- 
zine published  solely  by  and  for  the  students  in  the  College 
of  Liberal  Arts,  it  be  an  all-University  publication.  Be- 
cause of  the  difficulties  always  encountered  in  getting  an 
entirely  new  staff  whipped  into  shape  within  a  short  space 
of  time,  it  has  been  impossible  to  have  every  school  in  the 
University  represented  in  the  list  of  contributors  to  this 
issue.  But  with  the  earnest  desire  of  the  editorial  board 
that  there  be  representation  from  every  school,  and  with 
the  co-operation  of  the  various  departments,  our  ideal  will 
soon  become  a  reality. 

Pledging  its  support  to  all  that  goes  to  make  for  a 
Greater   Northwestern,    striving   persistently   to   produce 


a  magazine  of  interest  to  the  entire  student  body  and  of 
assistance  to  the  University  in  building  up  a  greater 
Northwestern  spirit,  the  Purple  Parrot  begins  its 
career. 

3r  &  * 

CRISIS  AND  DENOUEMENT 

With  the  recent  action  of  the  Pan-Hellenic  Association 
to  the  effect  that  its  members  engage  in  no  more  inter- 
sorority  campaigns,  several  interesting  questions  are  raised. 
We  are  heartily  in  favor  of  the  action  of  the  sororities. 
Northwestern  co-eds  have  commercialized  their  person- 
alities long  enough,  and  Northwestern  men  are  thoroughly 
disgusted  with  being  tagged  at  every  gate  to  the  campus. 
The  trouble  has  arisen  from  the  fact  that  business  man- 
agers of  every  description  and  degree  of  versatility  have 
realized  the  difficulties  involved  in  getting  this  publica- 
tion or  that  dramatic  event  across,  and  have  then  issued 
the  S.  O.  S.  call  to  the  sororities.  Members  of  the  latter, 
unwilling  to  be  outdone  by  those  of  rival  organizations, 
have  wasted  hours  of  time,  released  hundreds  of  pounds 
of  air — hot  or  otherwise — and  tramped  many  miles  to  sell 
something  that  the  men  should  have  bought  without  being 
asked.  The  breaking  point  has  now  come,  the  revolution 
has  been1  successful,  and  inter-sorority  campaigns  are  relics 
of  the  past. 

But  that  does  not  settle  the  question  as  to  how  campus 
organizations  and  publications  are  to  be  supported  in  the 
future.  We  shall  leave  out  of  this  discussion  the  problems 
of  all  activities  save  the  campus  publications.  Assuredly 
the  ingenuity  of  the  members  of  "Hermit  and  Crow," 
of  the  Glee  Club,  and  of  kindred  organizations  can  devise 
the  necessary  ways  and  means  of  gaining  student  backing. 
For  the  support  of  publications,  the  Parrot  advocates 
dealing  with  them  as  athletic  activities  are  dealt  with.  We 
believe  it  would  be  possible  to  add  the  necessary  amount 
to  the  tuition  bill  of  each  student  as  he  registers  every 
year.  The  idea  has  worked  most  successfully  elsewhere. 
Such  a  plan  would  eliminate  student  non-support  of  pub- 
lications. It  would  give  undergraduate  publications 
sufficient  working  capital  to  make  them  worthy  of  the 
Greater  Northwestern.  It  would  do  much  towards 
moulding  a  more  real  and  a  more  active  Northwestern 

spirit. 

-$         &         * 

To  the  editor  and  to  the  editorial  board  of  Pegasus, 
the  Purple  Parrot  extends  its  heartiest  thanks.  Had 
it  not  been  for  the  untiring  loyalty  and  the  brilliant 
accomplishment  of  that  little  circle,  the  Parrot  would 
still  be  a  thing  unachieved — a  hazy,  far-off  goal. 


FOOD  FOR  THOUGHT 

With  a  student  body  of  twenty-three  hundred  (as 
compared  to  Northwestern's  seventy-five  hundred  stu- 
dents)  Leland  Stanford  University  has  made  an  enviable 


record  in  campus  publications.  In  addition  to  its  six- 
column,  five-day-a-week  daily,  it  publishes  regularly  once 
a  month  four  remarkably  good  magazines.  In  the 
words  of  the  Stanford  Illustrated  Review,  the  official 
organ  of  the  Alumni  Association,  "The  new  student  must 
subscribe  to  the  Daily  Palo  Alto,  that  he  may  keep  strictly 
'on  the  boat'  from  day  to  day;  the  good  old  standby 
'Chappie,'  to  keep  the  wits  working  and  to  lessen  some 
of  the  strain  of  the  college  world;  the  Cardinal,  for  its 
literary  merit ;  the  new  Pictorial,  for  its  active  forum  of 
student  thought ;  and,  of  course,  if  he  feels  himself  a 
thorough-going  Stanfordite,  eager  to  become  acquainted 
at  once  with  that  scattered  body  of  alumni  who  are  carry- 
ing Stanford  all  over  the  world,  he  will  be  sure  to  add  the 
Illustrated  Review,  the  alumni  publication." 

True,  Northwestern  cannot  hope  to  equal  this  record 
in  a  day  or  even  in  a  year.  But  we  trust  that  in  the 
authorization  of  the  Purple  Parrot,  the  Student  Board 
of  Publications  has  taken  a  step  in  the  right  direction,  and 
that  it  will  continue  to  promote  all  publications  that  will 
serve    in    any   way   to    portray    the    pulsing    life    of    the 

University. 

*         •*         * 

The  Parrot  is  desirous  of  obtaining  those  clever,  new, 
spicy  bits  of  humor  so  often  heard  floating  around  our 
campus.  Will  not  all  the  J.  R.  P.'s  and  Pinky's  and 
Tess's  make  frequent  use  of  the  humor  contribution  boxes 
which  are  now  placed  in  University,  Harris  and  Fisk 
Halls? 


TO  CARL  SANDBURG 

Standing  before  us,  shockheaded,  ungainly, 

Yet  kindly  of  face, 

You  read  us  your  poems. 

Music  of  waters  we  heard  in  your  voice, 

Gray  haze  of  the  Indian  summer, 

Power  of  State  Street's  noontime  roar, 

Deep-lying  sadness  of  your  loved  Chicago. 

Pictures  you  painted  there  for  us, 

Sharp  as  the  prairie  lightning, 

Bright  as  a  lone  gold  pansy 

Set  in  a  bed  of  blue  sisters. 

Then,  when  the  reading  was  done, 
Freed  from  the  spell,  we  departed. 
Some  who  had  heard,  understood ; 
Others  said  only, 

"I  don't  get  this  Sandburg  stuff ;  what's  he  talking  about, 

D.  K.  Bruxer,  '23. 


A  GOOD  SIGN 

Sponge — "I  think  that  a  street  car  has  just  passed." 
Wet— "How  d' yuh  know?" 
Sponge — "I  can  see  its  tracks." 

— Exchanai 


DRAMATICS 


"The  Beggar's  Opera" — A  Criticism 

A  play  well  worth  the  seeing — "The  Beggar's  Opera" 
— if  not  for  the  tuneful,  delightfully  quaint  old  melodies, 
then  for  the  mere  novelty  of  the  thing.  For,  while  view- 
ing this  burlesque  with  its  distinct  old-English  setting  and 
flavor,  the  spectator  can  almost  imagine  himself  to  be  liv- 
ing back  in  London  town  in  the  eighteenth  century. 

It  is  acted  by  a  company  of  excellent  English  actors, 
and,  since  there  is  nothing  quite  so  agreeable  to  my  ear 
as  a  true  Englishman's  enunciation,  I  thoroughly  enjoyed 
this  odd  ballad  opera.  All  the  performers  were  practically 
perfect  in  their  parts,  with  the  exception,  perhaps,  of  the 
one  who  played  Mrs.  Peachum.  She  burlesqued  her  role 
so  much  more  than  any  of  the  others  that  she  seemed 
glaringly  out  of  place.  She  offended  my  taste.  I  liked 
the  beggar,  and  Captain  Macheath,  the  former  because 
of  his  glorious  voice,  and  the  latter  because  he  acted  with 
a  dash,  with  grace  and  charm,  in  true  cavalier  fashion. 
Polly  Peachum  appealed  to  me  as  being  very  prim,  very 
proper,  very  demure,  and  above  all,  very  English.  That 
is  to  say,  she  expressed  no  emotion  whatever.  Her  voice 
was  charming — light,  thin  and  clear — clear  as  a  silver 
ball  dropped  upon  marble. 

I  cannot  help  comparing  this  play  with  our  modern 
musical  comedy.  For,  although  "The  Beggar's  Opera" 
is  a  burlesque  on  Italian  opera,  nevertheless  it  is  a  sort 
of  musical  comedy,  besides  being  a  satire.  The  only 
difference  between  the  two  is  that  most  of  our  modern 
musical  shows  have  little  or  no  plot,  or  at  best  only  a 
flimsy  one,  depending  mostly  for  their  effect  upon  the 
music ;  whereas  Mr.  Gay's  play  has  an  actual,  definite 
plot.  In  point  of  fact,  the  ballads  in  this  comedy  are 
merely  incidental.  If  the  music  were  left  out  entirely, 
although  we  would  miss  it  greatly,  the  play  could  carry 
itself  by  force  of  its  amusing  situations  and  story.  It  is 
full  of  human  interest  and  sparkling  humor ;  two  reasons, 
perhaps,  for  its  longevity.  Take,  for  instance,  the  prison 
scene  where  poor  Captain  Macreath  is  bothered  with 
both  of  his  dear  wives  at  the  same  time.  It  is  then  that 
he  sings  the  famous  song  which  has  endured  through  all 
these  years.     It  begins : 

"How  happy  could  I  be  with  either 
Were  t'other  dear  charmer  away." 
The  play   abounds  in  humorous  situations  and   in   brisk 
dialogue.    There  is,  also,  a  swinging  quality  in  the  words 
which  gives  the  play  a  lyric  touch,  a  swing,  and  a  con- 
tagious  dash. 

One  of  the  most  remarkable  features  in  the  play  is  the 
male  and  female  chorus.     For  each  of  the  members  not 


only  could  sing  very  well  indeed,  but  each  stood  out  more 
or  less  as  individuals  with  separate  personalities.  What  a 
contrast  to  our  ordinary  modern  choruses  wherein  the 
individual  becomes  a  puppet  merged  into  the  group  which, 
in  turn,  works  as  a  machine — sans  voice,  sans  grace,  sans 
intelligence,  sans  beauty ! 

One  thing  which  the  performers  of  the  eighteenth  cen- 
tury did,  and  which  our  modern  players  have  discarded 
as  being  too  unnatural,  was  to  face  the  audience,  and 
speak  towards  it,  while  supposedly  addressing  some  one 
on  the  stage.  This  action  is,  of  course,  necessarily  stiff 
and  inartistic ;  nevertheless,  in  a  burlesque  of  this  sort, 
it  seems  particularly  pleasing.  By  so  doing  the  actor  takes 
the  audience  into  his  confidence,  as  it  were,  thus  flattering 
the  spectators.  Nowadays,  actors,  especially  our  most 
modern  ones,  think  nothing  of  doing  some  of  their  most 
effective  scenes  with  their  backs  to  the  audience. 

The  ballads  of  Mr.  Gay's  piece,  with  their  lovely  lyric 
quality,  their  quaintness,  their  charm,  and  their  beauty, 
appealed  to  me  as  having  far  more  real  music  in  them 
than  our  modern  songs  in  musical  comedies.  For  the 
former  melodies  seem  fresh  and  new,  whereas  the  latter 
seem  hackneyed  and  old. 

"The  Beggar's  Opera" — a  rare  treat,  and  well  worth 
seeing.  In  the  words  of  Dr.  Johnson,  "It  was  written 
solely  to  divert."    And  divert  it  does  still. 
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"SEVEN  DAYS" 
A  Review  of  the  Junior  Play 
If  you  like  a  fast-moving,  screamingly  funny,  well- 
played  farce  and  did  not  see  the  Junior  Play  you  missed 
the  opportunity  of  your  college  career.  From  the  moment 
when  the  burglar  forced  the  French  windows  until  the 
final  "ouch,"  the  play  was  one  continuous  laugh. 

The  cast  was  entirely  new  to  campus  dramatics  and 
rarely  have  so  many  "finds"  been  made  in  one  production. 
There  was  no  one  individual  who  stood  out  far  better 
than  the  rest.  The  cast  was  perfectly  balanced.  Meta 
Myers  as  Anna  Brown,  who  is  afflicted  with  a  belief  in 
spirits,  showed  exceptional  ability  in  an  extremely  difficult 
part.  There  were  a  snap  and  finish  to  her  playing  that 
make  us  look  with  great  interest  for  Miss  Myer's  next 
appearance.  Hayward  Paddock,  who  played  the  part 
of  Jim  Wilson,  a  delectable  "Bubbles,"  whose  wife, 
Bella — Adelaide  Banfield — has  divorced  him  on  the 
grounds  of  psychic  cruelty,  showed  a  fine  sense  of  dramatic 
appreciation  in  his  rendition. 

{Continued  on  Page  12) 


WHAT  IS  "PRENTICE  PLAYERS"? 
Robert  Lee  Frey,  '24 

About  the  middle  of  last  semester,  Mr.  Dennis,  Dean 
of  the  new  School  of  Speech,  called  together  some  forty 
odd  people  interested  in  the  study  and  production  of 
worth-while  plays — particularly  one-act  plays.  By  com- 
petitive try-outs,  the  number  of  students  was  reduced  to 
twenty,  and  these,  together  with  eight  faculty  members, 
who  had  signified  their  active  interest  in  the  project,  be- 
came the  Charter  members  of  the  new  organization,  later 
named  Prentice  Players.  It  was  because  of  the  vision, 
enthusiasm  and  ceaseless  effort  of  Mr.  Dennis  that  the 
club  was  able  to  come  into  being,  and  to  him  it  owes  un- 
ending gratitude. 

Prentice  Players  was  organized,  not  to  rival  any  ex- 
isting dramatic  societies,  but  to  make  possible  an  exem- 
plification of  the  Little  Theatre  movement  on  the  cam- 
pus of  Northwestern  University.  Its  purpose  as  expressed 
in  its  constitution  is  "artistic  achievement,  and  not  mone- 
tary gain."  The  club  studies  the  lives  and  works  of 
dramatists  who  are  at  the  same  time  artists, — Shaw, 
Dnnsany,  Yeats,  Synge,  Lady  Gregory,  and  others.  A 
short  play  is  produced  at  practically  even,'  meeting,  and 
open  discussions  are  held  for  comment  upon  the  acting, 
staging,  lighting  effects,  and  so  forth.  These  plays,  their 
casts,  and  coaches  are  selected  by  a  standing  program  com- 
mittee. Although  these  productions  are  intended  pri- 
marily for  the  members,  an  invitation  is  extended  to  all 
who  would  be  interested  in  attending.  It  is  further  the 
purpose  of  the  club  to  produce,  at  intervals,  plays  for 
public  presentation. 

The  organization  is  unique  in  that  it  offers  an  oppor- 
tunity to  those  interested  in  the  writing  and  staging  of 
plays,  as  well  as  to  those  who  act.  Public  tryouts  are 
held  each  semester  for  the  benefit  of  those  who  have 
placed  their  names  on  the  waiting  list.  Five  places  are 
held  open  to  be  filled  by  writers,  by  persons  interested  in 
stagecraft,  and  by  those  who  have  especially  distinguished 
themselves  in  some  other  dramatic  production  on  the 
Campus.  Such  people  are  admitted  only  after  special 
tryouts. 

The  first  public  performance  of  Prentice  Players  will 
be  held  on  the  sixth  and  seventh  of  May  in  Annie  May 
Swift  Hall.  Three  one-act  plays  will  be  presented,  "A 
Merry  Death,"  a  delightful  fantasy  from  the  Russian,  by 
Nicholas  Evreinov;  "The  Sweetmeat  Game,"  a  tragedy 
of  San  Francisco's  Chinatown,  by  Ruth  Comfort  Mit- 
chell; and  Barries'  charming  comedy  of  "Rosalind."  The 
casts  for  these  plays  are  as  follows : 

THE   MERRY  DEATH 

Harlequin R.  L.  Frey 

Pierrot Bernard  Szold 

Columbine Marion  Merrill 

The  Doctor James  Armstrong 

Death Natalie    Purcell 


The  play  is  under  the  direction  of  Mr.  Nicholas  Zai- 
chenko. 

THE  SWEETMEAT  GAME 

Yiung  Yung Wendell  Wheeler 

Woo  Mui  Mai Jean  Burns 

San-Chi  Dorothea  Frye 

Miss  Celeste  Pirivitz  will  have  the  direction  of  this 
play.     Miss  Stone  will  assist. 

ROSALIND 

Mrs.  Page Frances  Keith 

Dame  Quickly Lois  Demarest 

Charles  Quickly Miner  Coburn 

It  will  be  under  the  direction  of  Miss.  Nadine  Shep- 
ardson. 

All  of  the  plaj's  will  be  under  the  general  supervision 
of  Miss  Winifred  Ward,  of  the  School  of  Speech,  to 
whom  Prentice  Players  is  greaty  indebted  for  much  work 
in  making  the  organization  a  success. 


HERMIT  AND  CROW 
Powder  and  paint 
And  costumes  quaint 
Make  our  boys 
Look  what  they  aint. 

— Dorothy  Davis,  '22. 


"What  are  you  smoking,  my  pretty  maid?" 
"I'm  smoking  cubebs,  sir,"  she  said, 
"They're  very  good  for  a  cold  in  the  head." 
He  said,  "With  a  cold  I'm  nearly  dead." 
For  he  knew  that  they  were  Omars  instead. 

— Dorothy  Davis,  '22. 

A  boy  said,  "I  once  had  some  dough; 

But  listen,  this  really  is  sough: 

I  shot  at  some  craps — 

You've  guessed  it,  perhaps — 

I  lost  all  my  money,  you  knough." 

— Dorothy  Davis,  '22. 


'STANDARD  OIL" 


"Dummy" 

The  Flapper:  "Are  you  a  Chicago  'U'  man?': 
The  Tea  Hound:  "No,  I've  just  been  sick." 
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SPRING  SONGS 


If  Whistler  had  painted  the  scene  which  E.  O.  McCreery 
has  described  he  would  have  called  it  "A  Symphony  in  Bronze 
and  Black."  Mr.  McCreery,  who  has  so  successfully  caught 
the  feel  of  the  night,  is  a  member  of  the  class  of  '24. 


A  LITTLE  SONG  I  MADE  FOR  YOU 

I  had  a  little  song  I  made  for  you, 

Of  April  leaves  against  an  April  evening  sky, 

An  orange  oriole's  whistle  trilling  through 
The  rain-mist  in  a  slender  lullaby. 

I  had  a  little  song  I  made  for  you, 

(A  loop  of  careful-threaded  words  upon  a  string). 
I  laughed,  and  tore  it,  laughing,  through  and  through- 

What  use  are  heavy-lidded  words  in  spring  ? 

Sarah-Margaret  Brown,  '24. 


STREET  SCENE  AT  NIGHT 
E.  O.  McCreery,  '24. 
A  long,  narrow  alleyway 
Crowded  in  between  tall  black  buildings: 
At  the  far  end, 

Through  bronze  gloom  and  harsh  mistiness, 
Yellow  blurs  of  light 

Breaking  feebly  through  the  damp  network 
Of  gray-steel  lines  of  rain ; 
The  rumbling  jangle  of  a  surface  car; 
Pedestrians  at  the  alley's  mouth: 
The  overburdened  air 
Inflated 

With  their  flagrant  patois — city-bred  ; 
Heavy   steps   down   the   alley — 
The  clink  of  silver  striking  stone  .  .  . 
Instant  gleam  of  a  match 
Outlining  a  stooped  figure  ; 
A  blue  flicker — darkness. 


Miss  Sarah-Margaret  Brown,  who  has  contributed  the 
quaint  little  poem,  "A  Little  Song  I  Made  for  You,"  is  a  Fresh- 
man in  the  university.  She  is  secretary  of  the  campus  Poetry 
Club  and  has  had  some  of  her  verses  accepted  by  Harriet 
Monroe's  magazine,  Poetry. 


Three  o'clock. 
Soft  blackness  of  wet  streets 
A  drip-dripping  from  cornices; 
Silence.     Rainfall  ceased. 
Solitary  rays  from  a  street  light 


The   two   poems   printed   below   are   by  Miss   Francis   Dorris, 
has  a  unique   and   distinctive  place  in  Poetry  Club   and  several 

I  walked  upon  the  summit  of  the  hills 
And  over  sleeping  valleys  came  the  dawn 
In  dewy  freshness,  soft  and  calm  and  still 

In  rosy,  virgin  silence 

But  on  the  very  summit  of  the  hills 

Came  flashing,   flaming  shafts  of  shining   gold 

To  beat  like  golden  arrows  on  the  cliffs 

To  fill  the  riven  clefts  with  molten  gold — 

I  walked  upon  the  hill-tops  with  the  dawn ! 

Francis  Dorris,  '24. 


who  is  well  knowh  among  campus  verse-makers.     She  already 
of  her  poems  were  published  in  Pegasus. 

You   will   go   on 

Doing  each  day  the  thing  that  must  be  done, 

Taking  a  grim,  sarcastic  pleasure  in  the  doing; 

Till  at  the  last  you  build  a  sullen  wall 

To  shut  forever  from  about  your  ears 

The  clamor  of  the  things  that  were  to  be. 

You  will  go  on ; 

But  on  some  other  day 

A  sudden  wind  will  blow  across  the  hills 

And  catch  you  wondering  .  .  .  and  wistful-eyed. 

Francis  Dorms,  '24. 


JUNIOR  PLAY 

{Continued  from  page  10) 


Ivy  Mae  Smith  as  Kit  McNair,  the  good  sport  and 
pretended  wife  of  Jim  ;  Mabel  Elliot  in  the  part  of  Aunt 
Selina,  and  Henry  Strong  as  Dallas  Brown,  the  harassed 
husband  of  the  spooky  Anne,  added  much  to  the  play 
through  an  intelligent  and  understanding  interpretation 
of  their  parts.  Wilmarth  Ickes,  playing  the  part  of  the 
burglar,  had  only  one  line  to  speak,  but  rarely  has  his 


pantomimic  work  been  excelled.  Harry  Grausnick  in  the 
role  of  Officer  Flanigan  did  his  part  especially  well  and 
provided  many  comic  situations. 

Too  much  cannot  be  said  of  the  efficient  and  artistic 
work  of  Coach  Oliver  E.  Hinsdell,  to  whose  efforts  the 
success  of  "Seven  Days"  was  largely  due.  He  gave  of 
himself  unstintingly,  and  his  vivid  personality  so  inspired 
a  comparatively  "green"  cast  that  no  play  produced  on  the 
campus  in  late  years  was  more  finished  than  the  Junior 
Play  of  this  year.  — M-  C- 
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A   WORD  TO  THE  WISE— AND  OTHERWISE 


Dorothy  T.  Watt,  '21 


Do  you  feel  the  soul  of  a  genius  burning  within  your 
breast  ?  Can  you  sit  for  hours  gazing  off  into  space — pon- 
dering? Do  you  sleep  with  a  pencil  and  paper  under  your 
pillow  anticipating  the  onset  of  a  fever  of  inspiration  ? 
Sometimes,  after  indulging  in  a  demi-tasse,  do  you  lie 
awake,  creating  masterpieces  until  dawn?  Have  you  ever 
leaped  upon  the  back  of  quivering  Pegasus,  and  had  your 


hundred  or  more  pounds  of  mere  human  flesh  wafted 
heavenwards?  Ah!  You  answer,  "Yea!"  Let  me  clasp 
your  hand  and  welcome  you  into  the  company  of  the  elect. 
You  are  destined  to  be  among  the  immortals ! 

In  order  to  ease  your  pathway 
toward  a  literary  goal,  let  me  offer 
this  humble  "Manual  For  Theme 
Writing." 

First  of  all,  write  whether  you  have  anything  to 
write  or  not.  The  fewer  the  thoughts  to  be  expressed, 
the  greater  the  opportunity  to  cultivate  pure  expression. 
Never  plan  beforehand  what  you  will  write.  Let  your 
words  flow  on  at  will,  unhampered  by  any  predetermined 
ideas. 

Secondly,  choose  some  clever  title  for  your  work,  but 
do  not  permit  it  to  restrain  your  efforts.  In  the  last 
analysis,  an  effective  title  is  one  that  gives  no  hint  as  to 
the  nature  of  the  material  which  it  heads. 

As  soon  as  you  have  evolved  a  pi- 
quant title,  prepare  immediately  for 
work.  A  rose-shaded  lamp  is  advis- 
able as  it  lends  an  inspiring  glow. 
However,  it  should  be  quite  dim,  so 
that  you  will  not  be  disturbed  by  be- 
ing able  to  see  what  you  have  written. 
This  feature  is  especially  desirable  with  reference  to  the 
title  you  have  chosen.  By  all  means,  forget  your  subject 
and  merely  write. 

Never  write  on  fresh  paper.  Loose 
sheets  that  have  writing  upon  one  side 
are  the  best  for  your  purpose.  Never 
number  vour  -pages  for,  later,  they 
will  undoubtedly  become  shuffled 
about.  Re-arrangement  of  such  a  type 
creates  an  enriching  interest. 


Never  write  in  ink.  A  soft  pencil  is  prefer- 
able— one  that  is  about  an  inch  and  a  half  in 
length.  Be  sure  it  has  no  eraser  on  the  end. 
It  is  much  better  to  scratch  out  words  than  to 
bother  about  removing  them. 


*£&L 


Never    write    legibly.     Most    great 
writers    employ   a  microscopic   chirog- 
raphy.     It  is  harder  to  read  and,  con- 
sequently, more  enticing.     Never  con- 
sult a  dictionary  or  any  manual  for  theme  revision.     Such 
distractions  are  unprofitable.     Never    punctuate    a    first 
draft.     It  is  unnecessary.  "  *r^ 


* 

& 
=^- 


Always  embellish  your  margins 
liberally  whenever  words  cease  to 
flow;  spend  your  time  in  sketching 
dainty  flowers  and  vines,  stars  and 
moons,  or  even  your  monogram. 
Such  artistic  effusions  enhance  the 
value  of  vour  page  of  manuscript.  In 
future  years  your  biographers  will 
delight  in  photographing  such  pages 
for  the  benefit  of  the  public. 


When  composing — especially  late  at  night 
— always  stride  about  your  room,  and  read 
paragraphs  aloud.  At  midnight,  the  house- 
hold is  always  pleased  to  learn  that  you  are 
still  at  work.  Sometimes  it  is  well  to  rouse 
someone  from  slumber  to  hear  a  particularly  choice  sen- 
tence or  two.  But,  by  all  means,  refrain  from  asking 
anyone's  opinion  of  your  work.  So  few  people  are  capable 
of  appreciating  truly  great  literature. 

After  your  first  draft  is  completed,  it  is  sometimes 
advisable  to  re-read  it  and  make  sundry  corrections.  As 
soon  as  all  the  pages  are  quite  illegible  and  have  been 
shuffled  about,  then  comes  the  joy  of  making  a  perma- 
nent copy  of  your  work  for  the  delectation  of  future 
generations.  Never  have  your  material  typewritten. 
Pages  written  long-hand  are  always  more  interesting  be- 
cause of  their  intimacy. 

Always  write  on  both  sides  of  the 
paper.  Editors  consider  this  feature  as 
indicative  of  great  originality.  Never 
correct  your  spelling,  because  mere  tech- 
nical imperfection?  lend  a  charm  to 
Whenever   vou   are   unable   to 


writing. 


(Continued  on  Page  22) 
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MIRROR  MAID 

O  Mirror  Maid,  I  see  you  there, 
All  smile  and  tears  and  soft-blown  hair, 
And  shell-pink  lips  reflected  fair: 
Why  do  you  blush  so  when  I  stare, 
Mirror  Maid? 

O  Mirror  Maid,  I  look  at  you, 
Your  eyes,  like  mine,  are  gray-green-blue, 
Your  cheeks  like  mine  of  hot  flushed  hue: 
Are  you  in  love  with  someone  too, 
Mirror  Maid? 

Margaret  Waddell. 


HER  ANSWER 

I  asked  for  a  kiss  and  a  cup  of  tea, 
She  looked  at  me  quite  roguishly, 
And  said,  "How  can  I  quite  forget? 
T  fear  the  tea's  not  ready  yet." 

— Jester. 


STAR  DUST 

I  only  know  the  hours  dragged  by  like  years. 

And  then  you  came,  and  laughed  at  all  my  fears. 

You  came, — you  came,  and  looked  into  my  eyes, 

You  kissed  my  fingertips,  a 

Hair  and  throat  and  lips, 

And  star  dust  fell  down  from  the  skies, 

And  silvered  breast  and  heart  and  hair, 

Silvered  them  and  lingered  there. 

And  softened  heaven's  light  that  dazed  my  eyes ; 

The  hours  slipped  by  like  swift-winged  butterflies. 

You  came, — and  went  away; 

The   silver's   gone  ; — gray 

Steals  over  me. 

I  cannot  see. 

I  do  not  know — joys  or  pangs  or  tears; 

I  only  know  the  hours  drag  by  like  years. 

Mary  Waddeix. 


MORE  OR  LESS 


Prof,  (calling  roll)— "Smith?" 

Smith — "Here,  sir." 

Prof,  (to  whole  class) — "Are  you  all  here?" 

Smith— "Practically." 

— Punch  Bowl, 


Gampus  Reporter — "I  ascribe  this  statement  to  a  per- 
son of  first  importance  in  university  affairs." 
Editor — "Why  not  mention  his  name?" 
Campus  Reporter — "I'm  too  modest." 

— Jester. 


Homecomer — "Where  can  I  put  this  suitcase?" 
Pledge — "Sorry,  old  man,  but  the  icebox  is  full." 

— Exchange. 
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DEANS  EXTINGUISHED 


The  newspapers  recorded  this  last  month  the  complete 
extinction  of  a  university  dean  at  the  hands  of  a  former 
Northwestern  professor.  It  seems  to  us  that  this  is  an 
incident  worthy  of  note  in  this  all  too  prosaic  world. 
The  general  feeling  is  that  the  professor  was  the  victim 
of  suppressed  desires,  and  that  he  is  to  be  held  blameless 
for  his  slight  outburst  of  temper.  Were  a  game  of  truth 
to  be  played,  how  many  of  us  could  say  that  we  have 
never  labored  under  similar  desires?  The  fact  that  some 
deans  are  still  alive  proves  nothing;  we  are  merely 
veneered  a  trifle  more  heavily  with  civilization  than  was 
the  professor.  The  incident  has  suggested,  however,  the 
need  for  a  book  of  instructions  on  the  sport,  and  we 
supply  the  following,  which  we  hope  will  come  to  rank,  in 
its  own  field  of  dean  slaughtering,  with  Robert's  Rules 
of  Order  and  Omar  Khayyam  on  Prohibition. 

The  Art  of  Dean  Snuffing,  Vol.  I. 

1.  Pick  your  Dean. 

2.  Choose  your  weapon. 

3.  Find  some  excuse. 

4.  Send  flowers. 


We  cannot  be  too  emphatic  in  our  disapproval  of  the 
coarse  methods  which  have  been  in  vogue  in  this  field. 
It  should  be  the  aim  of  every  true  sportsman  to  do  the 
job  in  a  clean  and  competent  manner.  Those  well  ac- 
quainted with  the  finer  points  of  the  pastime  insist  that 
drawing  and  quartering  makes  a  thrilling  event,  but  we 
must  discredit  this  form,  as  from  any  standpoint  it  will 
be  considered  a  trifle  messy  and  as  it  is  then  rather  hard 
to  assemble  the  corpse.  Shooting  is  rather  passe,  and 
also  disfigures  the  remains.  We  might  continue  indefi- 
nitely, but  will  close  with  what  we  consider  the  best 
method,  a  good  old-fashioned  boiling  party  on  the  beach, 
followed  by  tea. 

Suggested  readings: 

"The  cemetery  and  how  to  use  it." 

"Say  it  with  flowers." 

Appendix  (somewhat  removed). 

Prayers. 

Hymns. 

The  Hangman's  manual. 

Model  funeral  service. 

— JON. 


THE   INQUISITION 

Edith  Neville,  '21 
(Being  a  Dissertation  on  the  Barbarous  Solo  Class.) 


It  is  2 :30  on  Wednesday  afternoon.  The  air  is  soft  and 
balmy,  the  outdoors  inviting ;  but  within  the  gates  of 
the  School  of  Music  the  atmosphere  seems  charged  as  with 
the  approach  of  a  storm. 

Belated  students  scurry  up  the  stairs  to  join  a  waiting 
throng  who  have  arrived  but  a  moment  after  the  doors 
are  closed.  The  buzz  of  sibilant  whispering  grows 
louder  with  each  newcomer,  until  a  piercing  sssh !  warns 
them  that  the  doors  are  opening  and  that  they  may  enter 
through  the  sacred  portals. 

Upon  the  platform,  in  high  dignity,  sits  the  head  of  the 
mighty  institution,  bearing  in  his  hands  the  death  war- 
rants of  those  unfortunates  whose  pale  visages  and  pasty 
lips  betray  their  identities. 

And  now  a  hush  descends  upon  the  mass.  The  dean 
raises  a  card,  adjusts  his  glasses,  and  clears  his  throat. 
Each  waiting  victim  squirms  in  the  throes  of  awful 
agony.  A  name  is  read — a  poor  derelict  attempts  to  reg- 
ulate his  knees  preparatory  to  ascending  to  the  gallows. 
The  rest  settle  back  in  momentary  relief ;  those  having 
nothing  to  fear  resume  their  letter  writing  or  their  perusal 
of  the  Woman's  Home  Companion. 

He  has  reached   the  platform.      The  struggle  begins. 


It  is  difficult  to  determine  whose  suffering  is  greatest — 
that  of  the  executor  or  of  the  executed. 

It  is  finished.  The  dean  mutters  an  inaudible  blan- 
dishment and  prepares  for  the  next  sacrifice. 

Again  arid  again  the  same  torture.  It  grows  late; 
books,  papers,  and  magazines  are  gathered  up  ready  for 
flight.  Those  who  have  escaped  wipe  their  brows  weakly. 
Wait. — the  dean  is  speaking.  'Everyone  leans  forward: 
"We'll  have  time  for  just  one  more." 

Through  the  smoke  one  can  plainly  discern  Mr.  Ham- 
lin sneaking  out. 


She    (soulfully) — "Don't    you    love    to    feel    yourself 
vibrating  to  the  cosmic  urge?" 

He — "Yeah,  but  that's  a  funny  name  for  an  orchestra." 

— Frivol. 


"Taxi,  sir?" 

"Go  to  hell!" 

"Sorry,  sir,  I  can't  leave  the  city  limits." 


-Tiger. 


A  WOMAN'S  WAY 
"No,  I  have  never  smoked  before,"  she  said,  blowing 
rings. 

— Frivol. 
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SOPHOMANIA 


Russel  H.  Barker,  '23 


As  each  day  lessens  the  gap  between  him  and  the  im- 
pending summer  vacation,  the  college  student  finds  him- 
self becoming  ever  more  enmeshed  in  a  labyrinth  of 
hopeless  mental  agonies.  This  malady  seems  to  follow 
closely  in  the  wake  of  April  showers  and  the  appearance 
of  sport  skirts  upon  the  greening  campus.  The  most  pe- 
culiar feature  of  this  chaotic  state  of  mind  is  that  it 
attacks  the  Sophomore  more  acutely  than  any  of  the 
other  quadrangle  bipeds.  The  immunity  of  the  upper 
classmen  is  due,  perhaps,  to  the  fact  that  they  have 
passed  through  and  recovered  from  this  same  confusion 
of  brain  currents  often  enough  that  they  learn  to  accept 
it  with  no  visible  signs  of  rebellion.  The  yearling,  on 
the  other  hand,  has  found  his  first  year  so  hectic,  as  a 
whole,  that  the  added  strain  of  the  last  month  is  scarcely 
realized. 

The  most  advantageous  time  to  study  the  mental 
State  of  an  exposed  Sophomore  is  when  he  is  seated  at 
his  study  desk.  It  is,  of  course,  very  difficult  to  find  him 
there  during  late  April  or  May.  The  baseball  diamond, 
the  lake  shore,  the  tennis  court,  or  the  Pink  Shop  offer 
more  fruit  for  such  a  search,  but  on  such  occasions  the 
youth's  mind  is  completely  free  from  the  ailment.  It  is 
only  in  his  own  room  that  he  suffers  these  strange  re- 
lapses and  that  he  sees  the  realities  about  him  fade — to 
be  woven  into  futuristic  mazes  of  probable  and  impending 
disasters,  which  crowd  about  him,  swallowing  him  in 
like  a  whirlpool  sucking  in  a  small  craft. 


Having  secured  a  patient,  the  experiment  then  fol- 
lows. This  is  a  sample  of  the  mental  processes  of  a 
Soph  seated  at  his  desk  the  night  before  an  econ.  quiz, 
as  those  processes  are  registered  in  a  machine  attached 
for  that  purpose :  "  'With  increasing  cost  there  is  a  tempo- 
rary increase  in  production' — Why  didn't  I  get  some  of 
my  reading  done  before  this  evening — PIPE  DOWN 
OUT  IN  THE  HALL— is  that  Hermit  and  Crow  re- 
hearsal tomorrow  or  is  it  a  baseball  practice — long  argu- 
ment for  English  due  Friday  and  I'll  never  get  it  done — 
have  I  any  more  cuts  in  psych — that  was  a  clever  outfit 
she  wore  this  morning — what  a  rotten  game  of  tennis  I 
play — where  am  I  going  to  get  white  trousers  for  Soph 
Hop — if  I  flunk  this  stuff  I  won't  be  eligible  next  fall — 
WHO'S  ANSWERING  THAT  PHONE— why 
hasn't  that  girl  at  Smith  written  about  those  flowers  I 
sent  her  for  Easter — that  check  has  to  come  tomorrow — 
my  topcoat  looks  like  the  one  Abe  Lincoln  wore  at  Gettys- 
burg—WHO'S  GOT  MY  PIPE— I  only  owe  the 
cleaners  a  three  months'  bill — what  was  the  idea  of  her 
talking  to  that  Beta  so  sweetly  all  during  Chapel  time 
this  morning  without  even  seeing  me? — where  am  I  go- 
ing to  get  enough  money  to  finish  up  the  year — gosh, 
I'm  hungry — 'Monopoly  profits  with  decreasing  cost' — I 
can't  follow  this  damned  stuff — guess  I'll  go  to  bed." 

The  experiment  is  over. 


HOW    t>0   YOU   u*t    "-,       

YOuflS     JOE"      LOMu 

AMD     DAW  1 


(oiT  AS  SOOM    AS  vie 

Jnem  Peel    off  the 
red  flannfl  un  pies 
aho  get  out  last 

YEWl'S     TALM  BEACH  ">OlT 
THE    CO-ED-)    0LO53On    roBTH    IN 
SuflMEft      FURS 


<r   She  bright  mimdetj   BirrzAftP  \jho 

\5AID  *JN  TH£    ">f>WNC-  A  YOWlG-   - 
'MAUS  FANCY  ETC*   MEMER  TOOK  OUT 
A    COEP • 


v; 
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TO  ME  LADY  OF  THE  PURPLE  GOLOSH 

Ah  to  be  a  shiplet  bold, 

Afloat  thy  marcel  wave ! 
To  feel  thy  tempests  keen  and  cold, 

To  bask  on  thy  red  sea  I  crave. 

Thy  cherry  lips  tempt  not  a  mite, 
Nor  golosh  high,  or  "monkey  coat," 

Dimpled  knees — cheeks  so  red  and  white, 
'Tis  on  thy  wave  I  long  to  float. 

Ah  to  be  a  shiplet  bold, 

Afloat  thy  marcel  wave! 
Do  thou  windblown  hulk  enfold, 

Thy  smooth,  red  swells  are  all  I  crave. 

"Dummy." 


Candy 


Hot  Dogs 


Ice  Cream  Sandwiches 

John's 
Wagon 


ON  THE  CAMPUS 
11  YEARS 


A  Classy  New  Wagon  for  Your 
Approval 


"Send   me   a  dollar   and   I'll  be  eternally   indebted   to 
you." 

"Yes,  I'm  afraid  so." 

— Exchange. 


"They  seem  to  be  making  cigarettes  smaller  and 
smaller." 

'Yes.  It  won't  be  long  before  it  will  be  a  cinch  to 
put  a  camel  through  the  eye  of  a  needle." 


He — "Let's  kiss  and  make  up." 

She — "If  you're  careful  I  won't  have  to.' 


-Exchange 


Evanston  Packing  Co. 

MitiiiiMiiiMiniiiiMiiitiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiniiiuiiiiiiiiiniiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiuiiiiiuiiiitiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiii ail 

WHOLESALE  AND  RETAIL 

FRESH,  SALT  and  SMOKED  MEATS 
POULTRY  and  FISH 


1565  Sherman  Ave. 

PHONES:     Evanston  1822-23-24  --  Wilmette  113? 


u*UVi 


! 


Ice  Cream — Bulk  and   Brick 

Soda  Fountain  Service 

Popular   Prices 


1 


821  NOYES  STREET  ^**UQ    .S^V")*} 


dRug 


Phone   730 


Your  Bank 

THAT  is  what  we  mean  when 
A     we  speak  of  this  bank. 

\Y7E  want  you  to  feel  that  this 
*  *  is  your  banking  home,  and 
to  use  our  facilities,  which  you  will 
find  complete  for  the  transaction 
of  any  banking  business. 


STATE  BANK  AND 
TRUST   COMPANY 


EVANSTON 


ILLINOIS 
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North  Shore  Hotel 


Chicago  Ave.  and  Davis  St. 
EVANSTON,  ILLINOIS 


Discriminating  patrons  favor  the  Cafe 
and  Coffee  Shop  of  the  North  Shore 
Hotel,  where  the  best  of  foods  are  served. 


Dinner-Dance  Every  Tuesday  Evening 


INDICATING  WHAT? 

Sing  a  song  of  angleworms, 

Sing  a  song  of  spring; 
Papa's  in  the  garden, 

Sister's  in  the  swing. 

Mother's  in  the  basement 

Hanging  out  the  clothes. 
Skinnay's  in  the  alley 

Blowing  baby's  nose. 

See  the  little  garden ; 

Nothing  in  it  yet. 
Father  made  it  Sunday, 

Sowing  seeds  and  sweat. 

Lovers  on  the  lake  shore, 

Flivvers  shined   up  bright. 
Barber  chords  of  music 

Every  single  night. 

Golf  sticks  in  the  parlor, 

D's  and  E's  at  school. 
Honest,  is  this  springtime, 

Or  am  I  a  fool  ? 

— Norma  McMillen,  '21. 


She:  "Oh,  a  new  car!  About  how  far  have  you  gone  in  it?" 
He:  "Well,  I've  never  had  a  girl  walk  home  on  me  yet!" 


"Never  run  after  a  street  car  or  a  woman.  There  will 
be  another  along  in  a  few  minutes.  There  aren't  so  many 
after  midnight,  but  they  go  faster."  — Exchange. 


18 


ONLY  ONE 


Sallys 
Waffle 

b  hop 


Not 

Another 

Place 

Like 

It 

in 

the 

World 

Folks 
Have 
Traveled 
From 
Every 
Corner 

of 

the 
Earth 

to 
Eat 

at 
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SALLY'S 


Such 

Is 
Fame 


4650 

SHERIDAN  ROAD 


at 


Leland  Avenue 


CIVILIZATION 

'Way  back 

In  the  Stone  Age 

We  didn't  have 

Tailors 

Or    taxicabs, 

Or  Theatres, 

Or  House  Shortages, 

Or  anything 

Like  that; 

But  lived 

In  Caves 

And  made 

Our  own  Clothes 

And  Tools 

And  Things 

And  if 

We  wanted 

To  kill 

A  Man 

We'd  pick  up 

A  Rock 

And  "brain"  him 

And  laugh 

And  walk  away. 

But  nowadays 

We  have 

Cabarets 

And  slums 

And  Vice 

And  Civilization. 

But  instead 

Of  a  Rock 

We  sneak  out 

And  use  a  Gun 

And  a  little 

Piece  of  Lead 

As  fast  as 

Lightning 

That  takes 

One's  Life 

In   a  jiffy 

From  far  away. 

That's  just 

A  Comparison 

To  think  about. 

I  can't  finish  it 

So  I'll  let  you. 

That's  all. 

Fritz  Blocki,  '21. 
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These  first  warm  days  make  a  fel- 
low feel  like  stepping  out,  eh? — Our 
new  spring  line's  in  now,  so  run  up 
and  pick  out  some  spring  clothes  to  go 
with  that  grand  and  glorious  feeling. 

Special  Values  $40.00  to  $60.00 

Cliff  Jacobs  Clothes  Shop 

16      W.     Jackson      Blvd.,      Chicago,      111. 


A  SCHOLASTIC  SATIRE 

(Founded  on  facts) 

This  is  the  Freshman  Orlando  McKay, 
Who  foolishly  thought  he  would  take  Physics  A, 
He  studied  exactly  four  months  and  a  day. 
And  then  flunked  the  final  I'm  sorry  to  say. 

This  is  the  blue  book  in  which  he  did  write. 

That  gave  the  poor  Freshman  a  sad  sleepless  night, 

For  only  by  luck  had  he  one  question  right, 

The  stuff  that  he  wrote  gave  the  teacher  a  fright. 

This  is  the  teacher  so  stern  and  severe, 
Whom  students  avoid  and  Freshmen  all  fear, 
Who  still  thinks  that  Physics  is  simple  and  clear, 
Who  ruined  the  budding  Orlando's  career. 

This  is  the  notice  that  came  in  the  mail, 
Announcing  the  fact  that  Orlando  did  fail, 

And  I  can  assure  you  Orlando  got  hail, 

And  so  he  quit  college  and  I  end  my  tale. 

Walter  Schwimmer,  '24. 
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DISILLUSIONMENT 
In  your  eyes 
I  see  November  woods. 

I  am  looking  down  a  long  vista. 

There  is  a  pool  at  the  end 
opalescent 

that  laughs  with  the  sky 
that  mocks  the  drab  leaves.  .  . 


I  look  closer. 


The  pool   is  torpid 
Opaque. 


-mu  Bm,.        tWDW -FRIDAY,  INC.  THE  WEEKEND 


There  Are  Three  Points 


You  will  like  about  our  clothes 

1st.    FINE  CLOTH 
2nd.    BEAUTIFUL  TAILORING 
3rd.    REASONABLE  PRICE 

RICHARD  W.  FARMER  CO. 


Merchant  Tailors 


16  W.  Jackson  Blvd. 


CHICAGO 


EUGENE  L.  RAY 

Official  Photographer  Northwestern  University 


Hoyburn  Building 


Phone  2238 


Evanston 


SYMPTOMS 
When  you  begin  reading  the  letter  over  twice  or  thrice 

or  more — 

And  studying  even  the  envelope  and  postmark — 

And  gazing  long  at  the  opening  and  closing  in  search 

of  some  deeply  hidden  meaning — 

And  admiring  the  handwriting  and  the  stationery — 
And  smiling  a  dreamy  smile  as  you  read — 
You're  gone,  my  boy,  you're  gone! 

— Puncli  Bowl. 


Willardite — "How  do  you  make  hash?" 
Shotvvellian — "You  don't — it  just  accumulates." 


"Why,"  exclaimed  Mr.  Klumsay  at  the  Sophomore 
Hop,  "this  floor's  awfully  slippery.  It's  hard  to  keep  on 
your  feet." 

"Oh,"  replied  the  fair  partner  sarcastically.  "I  thought 
it  was  purely  accidental."  . Burr. 


He — "If  I  should  kiss  you,  er,  er,  uh- 
She — "Yes,  yes,  go  on." 
(Business  of  going  on) — Jester. 


The  height  of  ignorance  is  to  copy  the  name  of  the 
fellow  sitting  next  to  one  in  a  written  quiz. 

— Black  and  Blue  Jay. 
A  WORD  TO  THE  WISE 

(Continued  from  Page  13) 


n 


•  ? 


decipher  some  word  in  your  manuscript,  just  omit  it,  or 
else  substitute  the  first  word  that  suggests  itself. 

,  Last  of  all  comes  the  task  of  punc- 

*  tuating     your     creation.     The     best 

method   to  use   is  this:    estimate  the 

4s         number  of  words  on   a  page;  divide 

this  number  by  five ;  and  add  to  this 

the  date.     The  resulting  figure  repre- 

v)   .      •      sents  approximately  the  correct  num- 

^-         her  of  commas  to  be  used.     Do  not 

\.  attempt    to    place    these    commas    ac- 

yv  cording  to   any  set  rule.     Just   tuck 

*  7        them   in  after  words  of  eight  letters 

or  more.     Finally,  use  periods  before  all  words  beginning 
with  a  capital  letter. 

You  will  say,  "these  rules  are  too  simple."  But 
they  are  most  effective.  Pray,  give  them  a  fair  trial. 
Clutch  your  pencil  in  one  hand  and  this  modest  manual 
in  the  other.  Then  let  your  genius  burn  as  it  will.  Suc- 
cess will  be  yours.  Down  through  the  ages  your  name 
will  live  forever ! 


SPIES  BROS. 

'IIIIIIIIHIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIMIIIIIMIIIIIIHIIIIIimilltllllllllll' 

FRATERNITY  JEWELERS 
::  STATIONERS  :: 

27  E.  Monroe  St.      At  Wabash  Ave.      Chicago 


BREVOORT 

HOTEL 

RESTAURANT 


Restaurant  entrance  to  your   eft, 
as  yen  face  main  entrance  to  hotel 


T7AV0RED  by  alumni  of  both  Northwestern  and 
■*■  Chicago  Universities— thirty  to  forty  alumni 
foregather  there  for  luncheon  every  Tuesday.  In 
addition,  Brevoort  Hotel  has  been  the  recipient 
of  many  courtesies  of  patronage  from  fraternities. 

The  Brevoort  seeks  to  uphold  worthily  the  best 
traditions  of  American  hotels  famed  for  hospital- 
ity, and  its  environment  has  always  been  and 
always  will  be  worthy  of  the  full  confidence  of 
gentlefolk. 

Quality  of  service  considered,  prices  at  the  Brevoort 
are  very  moderate. 


$k&veott 

CHICAGO 

MADISON  STREET 
EAST  OF  LA  SALLE 
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Polly  wants  a  cracker 


Theobold's 


600  "Davis  Street 


Phone  244 


AT  THE  SIGN  OF  THE  DUMB-BELL 

{Continued  from  Page  7) 

She  was  the  first  to  speak: 

"I  suppose  you  are  wondering  what  it's  all  about?" 
she  said  with  a  bright,  quick  smile. 

"Naturally,"  he  responded,  "have  I  not  reason  to 
wonder?" 

"Rather  .  .  .  H'm — you  have  no  idea  what  your  com- 
ing here  has  meant  to  me " 


MULLER'S 

PINK  SHOP 

For  a  Sweetie  -  Eatie   Time 

HOYBURN  BLDG. 


Watch  Our  Menu  for  Reductions 


It  is  our  earnest  endeavor  to 
get  back  to  Pre-War  Prices 


Telephone  123 

H.  E.  CHANDLER  &  CO. 

The  University  Book  Store 
STATIONERY,  BOOKS  and  SPORTING  GOODS 

630-632  Davis  Street     :     Evanston,  Illinois 
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What  guides  you 
in  buying  furniture? 


)J^HEN  you  buy  furniture 

for  your  room,  or  your  frater- 
nity house,  or  your  sorority  house,  there  are 
some  things  you  must  keep  in  mind  if  you 
expect  the  best  results. 

It  must  be  made  right;  it  must  be  finished 
right;  it  must  be  sold  right;  it  must  be  delivered 
right;  and  it  must  stay  right. 

Scholle  furniture  is  known  all  over  this  coun- 
try for  its  quality,  its  durability,  and  the  famous 
Scholle  guarantee  of  complete  satisfaction. 

This  is  a  furniture  house  whose 
business  has  been  built  on  good 
furniture  and  good  service.  We 
invite  comparisons  of  goods  and 
prices. 


Scholle  Furniture  Co 

121  South  Wabash  Avenue 

Between  Monroe  and  Adams 
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NORTHWESTER]^ 
UNIVERSITY   1\ 

SUMMER  SESSION 


Stay  and  Study 


The  Law  School 

The  School  of  Music 

The  School  of  Speech 

The  Graduate  School 

The  School  of  Education 

The  School  of  Commerce 

The  College  of  Liberal  Arts 

New  Courses     -     Noted  Instructors 

Favorable  conditions  for  study.  No  Campus  politics,  no  student  publications, 
no  committee  jobs,  no  campaigns,  no  elaborate  social  calendar. 

If  you  need  credit — 

For  admission  to  a  professional  school,  or 

To  shorten  your  course,  or 

To  recover  losses  of  the  previous  year — 

Plan  to  stay  for  the  Summer  Session. 
Courses  open  Monday,  June  27,  1921 

ORGANIZED  EXCURSIONS 

Lectures  Concerts  Recitals 

Get  a  bulletin  in  the  office  of  the  Summer  Session,  University  Hall 


"YOUR  CAR" 

By  all  means  the 

HAYNES 
FIFTY 

•       .       Li v      *       • 

Jans-Lamke  Motor  Co. 

1013-1017  Davis  Street 

Phones  Evanston  4250-6020 

Bigger  Value 

Imagine  the  famous  Haynes  light-six  engine  in  a  lighter, 
five-passenger  car.  Cord  tires  are  standard  equipment. 
Power,  elegance,  economy  are  perfectly  combined  in 
Haynes  50.  Superb  in  beauty;  sturdy  in  strength;  stu- 
pendous in  power;  supremely  comfortable  for  f  i  v  e 
passengers  —  a  new  light-weight,  121-inch  wheel-base 
Haynes  with  lavish  excellence  of  appointment,  at  the 
low-level  price  of  $2,095,  delivered  in  Evanston  by  Evans- 
ton  boys  with  service  at  your  door. 


BUY  IN  EVANSTON 


Jans-Lamke  Motor  Co. 

Peter  N.  Jans  Earl  J.  Lamke 

We  will  appreciate  an  opportunity  to  demonstrate 


Phone  Evanston  729 
HAIR    GOODS 

DANIEL  GANS 

Specializing  in 

PERMANENT 

Opp.  North  Shore  Hotel 

EVANSTON,    ILLINOIS 

Hair  Shop 

1610  CHICAGO  AVENUE 

HAIR  WAVING 

